Connecticut College 

Digital Commons (a) Connecticut College 


Historic Sheet Music Collection 


Greer Music Library 


1868 

My Father's Growing Old 

Will S. Hays 


Follow this and additional works at: http://digitalcommons.conncoll.edu/sheetmusic 


Recommended Citation 

Hays, Will S., "My Father's Growing Old" (1868). Historic Sheet Music Collection. Paper 969. 
http://digitalcommons.conncoll.edu/sheetmusic/969 


This Score is brought to you for free and open access by the Greer Music Library at Digital Commons (3) Connecticut College. It has been accepted for 
inclusion in Historic Sheet Music Collection by an authorized administrator of Digital Commons (3) Connecticut College. For more information, 
please contact bpancier(5)conncoll.edu. 

The views expressed in this paper are solely those of the author. 








Author of-. Driven from HomOMy Father’s growing o^drXoraO’XtarShamus OBrienV'lakt me back home. 
'Moon 13 out 1 to nigHbLoveTKiss me good byeDctrlinq’/VVe parted by theH'tverS»de" 

"Write me a Lefterfrom HomeyKaty jt^Farren" &C. 


NEW YORK, 

Publishedliy J. L. PETERS. 198 Broadway 

CINCINNATI, CHICAGO. GALVESTON. ST LOUIS. 

.1 .1 Dnhmpupr A Pn Dp Mntta Rrno T .1 .1 RnhmPVPrA f!n 


















To my Friend PHILIP SPEED Esq., Louisville, Ky. 


MY FATHER’S GROWING OLD. 


t ! 

By WILL. S. HAYS. 





Entered according to Act of Congress, in the year 1868, by J, L. PETERS, in the Dist, Conrt of the U. States for the District of Xcw Jersey. 
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A CHOICE SELECTION OF BEAUTIFUL BALLADS. - 


VOICE OF MY HEART. IHano Song. MORTIMER. 35 eta. Guitar, 30 eta. (Copyright Secured.) 





voice, O, may I never, Nev - er in my life do - part. Eyes that voice hath, large and lus - trous, etc. 
I CARE NOT WHAT THE WORLD MAT SAT. Piano Song. K1NKEL. 40 eta. Guitar, 30 eta. (Copyright Secured.) 



I on - ly bless my hap • py lot, And feel it bliss to 
now CAN I BEAR TO PART FROM THEEi Piano Song. MEININGER. (Copyright Secured.) 
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TENDERLT BURT THE FAIR TOUNO DEAD. Plano Song. Arranged by IT. CUMMlIfG. (CopyrightSecured.) 
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IF I WERE THE LIGHT OF TIIE BRIGHTEST STAR. Piano Song. DOWN IE. (Copyright Secured.) 
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I would steal a - way from the fair - est bower And live, love! yes, live, love! but for thee, etc. 

DARLING KATE. Song and Cfiorua, 40 eta. Guitar Song, 35 eta. Var. BROBE, 00 eta. (Copyright Secured.) 
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Where the sweet flow - era bloomed, and were e - ver grow-ing wild, Near the stream that rip - pled near th® mill, etc. 






































































































































































































































































































